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SCENE REHEARSED. 


SCENE, THE STAGE. 


; Enter Ser EN and FarexbrY, 22 by a ſervant, 


Stavaxr. IR, you cannot be admitted on the 
8 ſtage - you cannot indeed, fir, 
SPLEEN. Stand out of the way, fellow or hang 
me, if I don't exerciſe this little curtain rod upon 
your back : (/haking his cane) you don't know me. 


' 


SER VAN T. But, fir, I have ſtrict orders to deny 


acceſs to all ſtrangers 


Sp.exn. Damn your orders II am no ſtran- 
ger every performer knows me and as there is 
a ſcene to be rehearſed for the ſake of trying the 


houſe, it's proper that I ſhould be preſent to paſs 


my judgment on it. 5 


part, Lewis? 
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FarenDLyY. But, Mr. Spleen, if the man has 
received theſe orders, he is not to blame—there- 
fore let us retire to the front of the houſe—or 
ſuppoſe 1 ſend my compliments to the manager, 
perhaps we may then have admiſſion. 

SplEEN. Compliments !—fir, I never throw 
away my compliments ; I will have admittance 
—or damn me if one of the children of Theſpis 
ſhall eſcape my fury.---Hark you, fellow—tell the 


1 captain of your hoſt, that he is a clown, and a 


ſcoundrel or ſtay—l'll get a pen and ink in the 
next tavern, and tell him ſo myſelf. [ Exit. 


FrrenDLY. A fooliſh fellow—bur I'll retire to 


the front of the houſe. 


SERVANT, vir, you may ſtay—my maſter (as 


all managers, I think, ſhould) wiſhes only to exclude 


thoſe characters whoſe boiſterous * are 
apt to create diſturbances. 


FRIENDLY. Oh, very well when de the per- | 
formers begin this ſcene which they have promiſed 


their ne you ſee they are thronging in already. 


[looking at the audience. 
83 RVANT.  Inamediately, ſir here Me are, 


yr as Ladies and Gentlemen. 


FRIENDLY. Ha, NO ck 
I am lad to lee you What! ſtudying a 


Lewis. No, Miendiy— am only readinga laconic 
letter I have juſt received from Mr. Spleen— Tom, 


(io the ſervant) admit Mr. Spleen on the ſtage, 
Ln /ervant) this man pretends to be a great critic 


there 


. 
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E therefore I am reſolved to put his judgment to 
the teſt - the property- man will ſupply us with 
maſques to conccal ourſelves let us then pretend 

to be theatrical candidates ſor Poor Covent Garden. 
— —Johnſtone, you ſhall be judge, as it were, of 


our abilities, a ſuppoſed friend of the manager's * 
for that purpoſe. 


: Juonuxsroxz. With all my heart—but ſuppoſe 
1 this friend was an Iriſh gentleman — you know 
that is my favourite character. | 
Lewis. Aye---aye---whatever you pleaſe— 
this project will ſerve to make a trial of the houſe 
(which is the intent of our meeting) and alſo for 
Mr. Spleen's ſuperior judgment. 
Quick Egad, I almoſt dread this tryal, _ theatre 
is ſo much increaſed, that I am terribly afraid poor 
little Quick's voice will be quite diminiſhed—Oh! 
I muſt ſtrain my lungs deviliſhly, or my fir George 
Thunder will have no effect —— By the Gods of 


PR. A; bawling)—Oh dear! Oh dear! my voice 1s 
| | drown'd. | 

4 LEWISs. No acting now, „ —you muſt 
C not enter till you are call'd. 

( - Quick. Muſt not enter till Iam a 


very well—l ſhall retire till then. [ Exit. 


Lewis. I hope, Mrs. Mattocks you f find ee 
ſelt perfect in that Epilogue? 
8 Mars. MarrTocks. Tolerably—if my ME don't 

5 put me out. : 
7 | Lewis. Your fears—nay, madam, there is na 


| cauſe for fear, you have nn found favour with 
the public. 


A3 ä 
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Ms. MatTocks. And to a feeling mind, Mr. 
Lewis, that is the greateſt cauſe for apprehenſion 
I am doubly careful, for fear J may loſe their 
eſteem: | 

Lewis. Come--come--buſtle--let us make ready, 


Mr. Spleen, I fee, is coming—the houſe too is filling 
apace—a ſplendid appearance upon my word. To 


your buſineſs then let us retire I ſhall give them 
a touch of Rover— that, I think, will try the effect 
of my voice let us retire come, Quick —-Quick. 
[As they are going Quick flops them. 
Quick. Here's little Quick you fee I en- 

| tered as ſoon as I was called. | 
Lewis. Ouns ! man, you miſtake—it was not the 

| cue——(exennt omnes) I mean — come along: 
1 Jonxsroxr. Aye blood and thunder! come 
| along „„ i 
1 Quick. Hark you, Mr. Johnſtone, I don't know 
BE  _. who Mr. Blood is, therefore I don't care about 
A'1 him—but when you addreſs me again—give me 
my full 788 George Thunder —if you pleaſe. 


Exeunt. 
„ Will you pleaſe, fir, to ſit at this 
ſide? | | 
 FrrenDLyY. With all my heart. [Sits 


Enter SPLEEN. 


SPLEEN. So, I have ſettled that matter—egad, 
theſe managers, and players think themſelves Gods 
and Demi-gods—but I'll let them ſee they are men 

| ==-frail men. EET [S15. 


FRIENDLY, 


——— 


— en 


3 
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FanxpLy. My dear friend, how can you be 
ſo captious ?—you will certainly create enemies. 
SPLEEN. And who cares?—why, when J had theſe 
fellows eſteem, I could never prevail upon them to 
ſubſcribe to my works, but when I frightened 


them a little by being ill- natured Oh, damn it 


they immediately put their hands into their poc- 
kets, and gave me their names. 


FRIiNDLY. I think this place is too conſpicuous 


to ſit in---I'd refer an upper box——-I'm, not 
dreſs'd.—- 


Seize. Damn dreſs—-1 hate it -too con- 
ſpicuous !---why that's the way to become a pub- 


lic man —-1 love to make myſelf known. 


FrienDLY. Pray, Mr. Spleen, how do you like 
theſe alterations? 


SplzEN. (Looking about) Ah! poor Covent 


Garden — thou art as much cut up and mutilated 


now, as my poor Farce, which was acted one 


night for a benefit—Why, where's the upper 


Gallery? how in the devil's name can they hope 


| for a bleſſing, who have excluded the gods ? 


FrienDLy. Fxcluded! I cannot conceive that, 
Mr. Spleen — Gods are omnipreſent, you know, 
therefore the loſs of an upper Gallery can be no 
loſs to them the manager has certainly ſtudied 
the convenience of the public, and if *he cannot 
command ſucceſs, he endeavours to deſerve it. 

SyLEEN. *Pſhaw—all ſnew empty parade. 

FRIEN DTV. Then * the leſs he deſerves— the 


more merit in our bounty.“ 
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Enter Jouxs roNE, diſguiſed, and a Servant. 


Jonxsroxk. (To the ſervant) Hark you--do you 
ſee, tell the gentlemen I am ready—the manager 
being indiſpoſed---I am come, becauſe as how 1 
am his friend, to fill his place. | 


PrRomeTzR. A Mr. Rover viſhes to ſor you 1 im- 


mediately. 


Jonxsroxv R. A Mr. Rover, aA him then-— 


but hark you, Mr. Prompter—if any gentleman 


wants to do the Iriſh characters, you may tell them 
as how that I have engaged all thoſe gentlemen— 


Eh—what Co you laugh „„ Spleen, 


SPpEEEN. Laugh 


I did not laugh 


 JonnsTonz. You lie —uyou grin'd-—and that _ 
was laughing! in your ſleeve— -Was it not? 


Spl EER. And no wonder faith, when you ar- 


rogate the Iriſn characters while Johnſtone belongs 
to the houſe 


JonxsroN E. Johnſtone ! a fig for 8 
devil burn me if I would not do Major O Flaherty, 
or Sir Lucius O Trigger, as well as he and though 
that fellow may pretend to ſing a little faith and 
troth, honey, I am as good a hand at a voice as he. 

SPLEEN. I wiſh he heard you ſay ſo. 


Jons rox zx. And ſuppoſe he did---by St. Patrick 
he'd as foon ſtrike himſelf as me. 


Enter Lewis, diſguiſed. 


Lewis. The lage the . * 
for the 1 


Jonx- 


— — 


flocks ! why what the devil was he? 
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JounsTons. Eh! who the devil are you with 
your bawling ? and can't you ſpeak without open- 
ing your mouth ? Well, what's your name, ſir ? 


_ Lewis. My name is Norval 


JonunsTone. Norval !—I never heard of ſuch 2 
man where does your father live? 


Lewis. On the Grampion hills my father | 
feeds his flocks. 


JonnsTons. Grampion Hills! 


feeding his 


Lewis. A frugal ſwain, whoſe conſiant care 
was to increaſe his „ and keep his only ſon, MF 
ſelf, at home, 

JounsTonz. Well, and what brought you here 
then? 

Lewis. 1 vious heard of Thank and 
longed to act a warlike lord—do you then 
grant me what my fire denied 

Johxsrox R. Oh, is that it ? 


Lewis. Juſt fo — nothing extenuate --- nor 


ought ſet down in malice——my father was a hot, 


fooliſh old man.---One day, for ſomething or for 
nothing, in his rage he ſtruck me; but I'll go upon 
the ſtage—I'd ſooner die than live with him rats 
die in holes and corners dogs run mad—I have 
a nobler remedy than death the ſtage 


SPLEEN. (to Friendly) What a horrid imita- 
tor of Lewis. | | 


JonnsTone. Pray, fir, have you a quick ſtudy ? ; 
Lewis. Oh yes, fir, when 1 am "__, and fit 


for miſchief.— 


JoRxN- 
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Jounsrons. And pray, friend, do you . 


how to die yet? 


Lewis. Oh yes, fir, I -e me, I die 
better than any man alive. Here let me kiſs 
the clay cold ground. 

alls —Spleen ſmiling contemptuonſh. 
Jonxsroxs. Kiſs the ground—ugly is your 
choice I am ſure. 
Lewis. My eyes that gaze on you, grow dim 
apace my mother Ohl my mother — [aies. 
Jonxsrox z. Your mother Oh thunder an 
ouns! what is there Tout me, like your mother? 
Lzws. (riſing ſuddenly) * you ever ſee me 


ſtart? 


Jonxs rox Ek: Eh! : why ain't you ſtarting now? 
Lewis. Is that a dagger which I ſee before me? 
Jouxsroxz. No, the devil a dagger here—they 


are lock'd up. 


Lewis. Come, let me clutch thee—] have thee 
not, and yet I ſee thee ſtill. 
JounsToOxE. O' my conſcience, you are dann” d 
clever--to ſee a thing ſo long, and it is out of ſight ! 
SPLEEN. The wretch-- I wiſh he was diſmiſs'd | 
with all my heart. 
FxIEN DIV. Nay now, Spleen, I don't think 
he is ſo. bad. = 
Spietn, Oh contemptible- — cl off! 
Lzwis. (70 Spleen.) Who's he | diſputes the 


judgment ofthe Senate? —Ppreſumptuous rebel. 
| Eo [/irikes him. 


SPLEEN» 
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| SpIkEN. Damn me, fir, what's that for---Eh? 
Lewis. Shake not your hoary locks at me- 
thou can'ſt not ſay *twas I that did it. 


SpLztn. You lie---it was you--Mr. Friendly is 
witneſs---he ſhall fign an affidavit, and you ſhall 


hear from me in the newſpapers. 

Jonxsroxg. But let's to buſineſs -What 
character would you wiſh to make your appear- 
ance in? 

LEWIS. That's hel | 

JonurnsTons. Tragedy, or comedy? 

Lewis. There's the pauſe | 

Jonnsrons. Suppoſe you play the---the--. 


hang it---what's the name---the black devil, who 


wants to put out the caudle, chat he may ſee his wife 
in bed—Ochello-ay e, Otnello. 
| Lewis. A character devoutly to be wiſh'd for! 
JoansTone. But faith and troth, I don't think 
you have a tragic face. 
Lewis. There's the rub.---Egad, I I make my 


firſt appearance in Hamlet.—Oh, what a tart I'll 
make when the ghoſt appears--Angels and miniſters 


of We defend us.— Te ( Rs: | 


Enter a Player, as an Author. 


 JonwsToNE. Eh---by St. Patrick — here's the 
ghoſt ſure enough.---Well, friend, who are you? 
_ Lewis. I charge thee---ſpeak! 
AuTnor. My name is Paleface---I am an au- 
chor, ſir.—1 with to ſpeak to you in private, 
_ Lawirs. 


„ Woe 


35 * 
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Laws. Bur you can't---the gentleman is wad 
with me. 


JonnsToxe. Hold, Mr. 3 I'm never ſo 


buſy but I ſhall lend an ear to the call of merit 


---therefore, ſir, I beg you'll leave me. 
Lewis. Leave you----hear this---ye Gods, 


Sprzxx. Ihe poor Gods are baniſh'd, ſir--- 
there's no upper Gallery. 


FaiexnDLY. Huſh--- be quiet --- you interrupt 
them. 


Jonhxs roxx. You muſt go, Mr. Rover ; ; I won't 
liſten to another word. ; 


Lewis. Not hear me ?---by my e, but 
you ſhall. 


Jonxsxoxx. But I won't---I won't. 
Lewis. Down to hell, and ſay I ſent you there. 


 Jonnsrons. Excuſe me, I don't chooſe to go 
ypon ſuch fooliſh errands, Honey, 


Lewis. Then, thus I turn my back upon you 
all, there is a ſtage elſewhere | [ exit. 


Jon NSTONE, Now, Mr. Paleface, will you tell 
me in one word what you can do ? 


Aurhox. Write! 
JonnsToxe. That's telling me in one word 


ſure enough. Well, I preſume, 5 you have been 


very ſucceſsful. 


Aurunox. Alas! fir, I am chile by my rivals 
---my incidents are all foreſtall'd by Vapid, the 
Dramatiſt of one houſe---my ſentiments ſtolen by 


Sir Fretful Plagiery in the other, and if I make 


x 


— 
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an attempt in the ſummer, Mr. Catchpenny damns 
Ie. | | | F | g 


Jon xs Torr. Well, ſir, have you brought us an 


example of your abilities? 


AvrTaor. Sir, I have written an Iriſh ſong for 
Mr. Johnſtone to ſing---pray, where is he? 


Jours rovg. Give it to me] muſt try it firſt. 
[ takes a paper. 


Et gf be G. 


I am a good fellow--ne'er fear me, 
Whole pleaſure's to make you all grin--- 
I deafen all thoſe that do hear me, | 
Whenever, dear joy! I begin, | 
With my whack fall de ral. 
Whenever I'm acting a Paddy, 
Or ſinging a ſong from my brains, 
 Ev'ry child does be axing his daddy, 
« Dear mammy, what is it he means? 
| N With his whack, &c: 
I'll ſing you a ſong that may pleaſe ye, 
My own fav'rite Plenxly ere long; 
I'll give you too Corporal Caſey, 
Or for the firſt time, a new ſong. 
Ou With a whack, &c. 
For no one do I care a feather, 5 
There's nothing on earth makes me ſad: 
While girls are flocking together, 
For every fair one is mad, 


For my whack, &c. 
When 
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Whenever I ſpeak with w. mourn ir, 
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And carry the brogut with me NE A; 
Tho' you never did hear ine in boch, ſir, 
| Nou'd' certainly know me gain. 


By my whack, &c. 


I edom know what folks are ſaying, 
[ calk and I gabble ſo quick, 
But I hear whenever I'm playing, 
The laſſes do laugh themſelves ſick, 


At my whack, &c. 


Enter Quick, diſguiſed. 


Quick. Where's the manager ?---where's the 
- prompter---hullo! hullo! [ bawling. 
PromPTER. Dear fir, do you think we are deaf? 
Quick. Poo- H are on the ſtage, ſirs--but 1 
want to make the audience hear me---I am Sir 
George Thunder! (4aw/ing) Damn me if wy lungs 
won't ſuffer in this houſe! — Lide. 
Jouxs rox g. Your buſineſs, fir? 
Quick. Sir !---Sir what! Why don- t you fay 
Sir George! (bawliing) I am come to inform you 


that my Lady Ameranth, and all of us, are in the 


boxes, and with the play to begin ·ſo make haſte 
Ait is the command of Sir George Thunder 
[bawling 
SPLEEN. That fellow's imitating Quick--- 
now Qiuck never ſpoke ſo loud in all his life. | 
Quick. Sir George Thunder! [very loud. 


JounsToxe. Very well -I hear you--- 


Quick 


ww 


| 
| 


| 
1 
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Qurcx. Aye---but do they hear me? (pointing to 


the audience) Sir George Thunder ! | louder. 


Spiz:n. Oh, very bad---that won't do, ſir. 


Qurcx. What, won't that do?---Sir George 
Thunder! (exceedingly loud) Damn me, if that won't 
do---I can thunder it no louder. 


SPLEEN. (rifizg) Where's Mr. Lewis---why is 
not he here ?—I muſt ſpeak to him. 
| | Enter Lewis, Sc. Ee. 


Lzwrs. Who calls on Achmet ?- Did Barba- 


roſſa call? 


SPLEEN. I call'd, 3 want Mr. Lewis 
he ſhall ſend you about your buſineſs, you paltry 
fellow, for having ſtruck me awhile ago, while you 


were pretending to a&t--Where's Mr. Lewis, I ſay? 


LEWIS. Here, fir, ——Lewis---and the paltry 


fellow, are one and the ſame perſon---come, John- 
| None, Quick, *.--come---throw all our glories 


open to his view---Ha ! ha! ha! | 
Quick. That laugh won't do, gentlemen---it is 
not half loud enough-—ha ! ha! hal 


[laughing very loud. 
Sn So, I have been deceived---but PI} 


brazen it out. (aſide) + Why don't you think 
1 knew you? 3 


Lewis. Ah, Mr. Spleen, that won't do- - tho 


you may boaſt of all the knavery and cowardice of 


Sir John Falſtaff---believe me, you are very de- 


ficient in his wit and humour, 


SeLEtn. Mr. Lewis, I don't underſtand vou 
I'd have you, fir, beware of my next critique, which 


mall appear very ſhortly. - 


no 7 Lewis. 


5 
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Lewis. Oh, Mr. . have got you ſix 
ſubſcribers. 


SpLetn. That's a good Glow) —fix ſubſeri- 
| bers---ſhake hands.---Egad, I'll praiſe your Vapid 


up to the ſkies. 
Lewis. That's your  fort—ha ! ha! ha - Well 
then, ſince this matter is ſettled, Mrs. Mattocks 
et us hear your addreſs, 
Mus. Mar rocks. I fear I am very 1 
you'll prompt me, Mr. Lewis. 
- Lewis. By all means go on.— 


* Eo | „ a” 


37 was ; intended by the author to e 5 piece with an 
Addreſs to the N to be e by Mrs, Mattocks, 


e. 
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